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Your writing has become careless and your
letters are very short. I am convinced that
you have no love for anybody and will never
have any. However, you understand well
enough the theory of love. Good-by; I
make all the possible wishes for your health,
for your happiness, in order that you should
not get married, in order that you should
come to Paris; in order, in fine, that we
should become friends.

IX.

WHAT is your trouble ? Are you sick at
heart ? There are, in your last note, some
mysterious phrases, like all your phrases,
which seem to say this. Between us, I do
not think that you have had the enjoyment
of that viscera called heart. You have
troubles of the mind, pleasures of the
mind; but the viscera named heart is devel-
oped at twenty-five years of age only, in
the forty-sixth.degree of latitude. You will
knit your beautiful and black eyebrows and
say: " The impudent man doubts that I
have a heart/' for that is the great preten-and
